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Helen stood brooding at the win-
dow, looking out on the grayness of
of the early Lon-
don dusk. It was
pot four, but the
street lamps were
already lit and
lights gleamed in
1 many windows.

It was raw and
damp. People hur-
ried by with
drawn shoulders
and upturned cu'l-
lars, their faces
sravely anxious.
A subdued exclte-
ment was in the
air. With con-
stant rumors of
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Urner. the Londoners
WwWere at last aroused.

She went into the bedroom. As she
gazed moodily across the mnarrow
courtyard, a woman's form was sud-
denly outlined against the drawn blind
of a lighted window. Her every move-
ment was clearly silhouetted.

Helen watehed her, fascinated. With
clenched hands she was walking up
and down the room. Then she dropped
into a chair, her face buried in its
cushloned seat, her shoulders quiver
ing with convulsive sobs. There were
abandonment and abject grief in every
line of her slender figure,

Somelhing that looked llke a news-
paper lay on the floor beside her.
Helen's thoughts leaped to that dally
column of killed and wounded.

At any other time she would not
have followed the impulse that now
came to her. But the war had broken
down many barriers,

The next moment Helen was hurry-
ing down the hall to the apartment
opposite. It was some time before her
timid ring was answered.

“Who is it?" asked a tremulous
volce, the door opening a few inches.

“Mrs. Curtis—irom the apartment
next door,” faltered Helen,

The door vpened wider, the woman
gtill shielding herself behind it.

“I—I know you're in trouble,” Im-
pulsively. "I saw you through the win-
dow—the curtain was down, but I
could see your shadow, Don't think
me intrusive, but I knew you were
alone—and 1 couldn't help coming."

The woman's only answer -was to
turn back int¢ the room and throw
herself sobbing on the couch. Helen
followed, coostrained and awkward.
After all, what could she do—what
could any stranger do?

“It's someone—in the war?" gently,
drawing a chair beside her.

The head o° the pillow nodded,

Helen took one of the hot, clenched
hands in both her own.

A small desk clock ticked harshly.

Then the woman sat up and looked
at her dully.

“Oh, it's uot what you think,” reck-
lesgly. "It's not my husband or my
brother—or anyone whom [ can grieve
over openly. That's why I'm alone, 1
don't dare have anyone with me—any-
one that might know."

Helen [feit a tightening in her
throat; she did not attempt to speak.

“He was brought home yesterday
wounded—{atally, the papers
That's all 1 know. [ can't go to him.
1 ean't even telephone—they'd know
my voice,” She looked unflinchingly
at Helen, "He's—another woman's hus-
band.”

Helen did not start or draw back;
her hold on the hot :and tightened,

“This morning 1 drove by in a cab.
The blinds were down, but there was
no—crape. I'm going again tonight.
Oh, it's torture—not knowing!”

Abruptly she rose and took from a
desk drawer a leathercased photo-
graph. It was a strong, clean-cut face
of a virile Englishman.

“There was nothing the whole world
couldn’'t have known,” her burning
eyes were on the picture. “And yet—
now that he's dying I'm almost sorry
there wasn't!"” defiantly. “Can youun-
derstand that?"

Helen nodded.

“Oh, we're more natural, more prim-
itive in times like these! That's why
1 can tell you tals. And yet,” slow-
—1y, “if he should get well—it would
be just the same. Oh, we've made
such a waste of our lives—such a piti-
ful waste! It was all my fault, but
I've pald for it." bitterly, “I've paid
for one foolish, hysterical moment
with gix years of torture,”
>~ +8jx years." breathed Helefi,

*We were engaged,” she steadled
hér voice. "Oh, it was such a trivial
thing we quarreled over! And he—
he took Tt seriously. He threw up
everything and went to India. Last

said.

vear he married and came back to
London. We knew the same people,
we couldn’t help meeting. His wife
Joesn’t care—she's always with other
men,

“Then he began coming here. He
never made an engagement, yet |
came to expect him every Wednesgay.
at five—I lived for thay hour. We
never talked—I mean about this. Yes,
we both knew, = :

“The*dxy he left 4ot the: war—he
came to sgay ghodby: He tried to
make it -conventional call—but I
couldn’t. 1 was the one o break
down. He sald there was only one
solutlon—for him not to come back.”

Her volce broke. She looked at
Helen with hopeless eyes.

“Oh, how I've watched the papers!
But there’'s been nothing until yes-
terday.”

“And yet,” murmured Helen, "if
you had married him, wouldn’t giv-
ing him up now be even harder than
it 182"

“Harder?” flercely.
six years of happiness, would our
lives have been wasted? Six years
with bim! I'd barter my soul for
one!"

“Oh, I can't stand this,” hysteri-
cally. “I must know,” turning desper
ately to the desk phone. “No—no, 1
mustn't phone. Don't Jet me!"™

“l— Can't I pheone for you?" fal-
tered Helen.

“Oh,” looking at her wildly, “why

“If we'd had

(didn’t 1 think of that? Eighttwo-six-

nine Mayfair,” excitedly, "“Ask for
Lieutenant —— No—walit, I can't give
you his name!"

“Need | know his name?
say the lieutenant?"

“Yes—yes,” eagerly, thrusting the
receiver into Helen's hand,

“Eight-two-six-nihe Mayfair? i
would Jike to know Low the lieuten-
ant is."

"Lieutenant Carson died this morn-
ing at eleven thirty,” came the an-
awer.

Although he immediately rang off,
Helen still held the receiver. How
could she tell her?

But the wuman's
no words,

“When did he die?” her voice was
curiously quie’

“At eleven thirty.”

“That was after I drove by this
morning. He was there then—I
might have seen him!” Then abrupt.
Iy, “You'll understaad if 1 ask you to
go now, won't you? 1 think I'd rather
be alone.”

“Oh, 1 can’t leave, you know," fright.
ened at her strange quietness. “You
mustn't be alone. Let me stay with
you or send for someone."

She shook her head. *1 couldn®
have anyone here without telling
them. But you needn’t be anxious

“Hut later, In the night, If you
should need one—will you let me
know? Promise me that! | can't bear
to think of you here alone.”

“Yes, | promise.”

And with that Helen had to be
content. She went back down the
hall haunted by the picture of that
woman alone with her grief.

When she opened the door she start-
ed with dismay at the sound of War
ren whistling.

“Hello!" without looking up.
blamed London mud sticks like —
Then he saw her face, “What the
deuce's the matter now?"

“Oh, dear, I—I've been with the
woman next door,” trying to hide her
face against his unresponsive arm.

“Who's the woman next door?” el-
bowing her away, -the whiskbroom in
his hand. *“Whst are you senlveling
about, anyway?"

it was nard to tell such a atory
while Warren, grimly unsympathetie,
brushed his clotaes, put on a fresh
collar and cleaned his nails. Helen
stumbled through it brokenly.

“Told all that yarn to you, eh?
Sounds like it was made out of whole
cloth. Guess there's & lot she didn't
tell."” 4

“Warren, stop!"” turning on him
fiercely. “Oh, 1 shouldn’t have told
you! I might bhave known you
wouldn’t understand, She's refined,
delicate—"

“Huh," attacking his hair savage-
ly, a brush in each hand, “not much
delicacy in spleling off that tale to a
stranger.”

“Oh, how can ,you be so hard!"™
passionately, “"Sometimes I think you
haven't any—"

“Well, I'm not faunting my feelings
in everybody's face. I've always said
women had no sense of reticence.
Think a man would bleat out a story
Hke that? Not If you grilled him on
hot irons!”

Couldn’t 1
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COSTUME FOR STREET

MAY BE DEVELOPED IN MANY
KINDS OF MATERIALS.

Taffeta, Serge., or Linen All Egually
Suitable—Narrow Cotton Soutache
Braid Perhaps Best That Can
Be Employed.

Taffeta, serge or linen—any of these
are suitable for the development of
the attractive street costume of the
cut, I
There is a pockellike blouse worn
over a soft, high-collared guimpe of
white net that shows between the

open:fronf edges.

The blouse is just caught together
at the top, and the fronts are cul off

Coat-Dress Suitable for Serge or

Linen.

short in square tabs that hang free of
the belt. These are embroldered in
some simple outline work, or braided.
The sides and back of the blouse are
tucked under the belt and an embroid-
ered peplum added below. There
are long sleeves cut with the raglan
shioulder line and finisled with odd
and attractive clircular cuffs buttoned
on at the gides. The neck has a deep
turned-back collar rounded acrose the
the back.

For an underskirt it will *e best to
use a very thin ®ilk down the f{ront
breadth of which a panel of the dress
material {s sewed, and the spaces at
the top and bottom that show hetween
the open edges of the tunic are gar-
nished with a touch of the ambroidery
or braiding used on the walist.

The tunic is full length, except just
in front, where the material is cut
away diagonally. At the top a four
Inch space ig left between the edges,
and by ecrossing them farther down
the triangular space results. Pocket
shllnshea are cut just in mont of either

p.

Should youn use linen for this design
the brailding can be done with a par-
row goutache brald. It comes in fast
colors and woshes very well.

SELECT THE RIGHT COLORS

One of the Main Ideas to Be Observed
by Woman Who Aims to Be
Well Dressed,

A sallow skin i1s Invariably beauti-
fied by blue, particularly the brighter
shades. Dut all grays, tans, moles and
undeecided colors should be most rigid-
ly avoided. The woman with black
hair and a sallow complexion can al-
ways dress In the rather brilllant col-
ors, while the woman with light brown
halr must make the most of blues,
cerise, pinky maize, and possibly scar-
let. She ehould seldom wear white;
and must beware of the delicate pastel
shades that so beautify the blonde and
brunette with a pink and white skin.

Very few people can look as smart
or charming in one color as In an-
other, and while a dress of the most
becoming hue Incurs the expenditure of
not one penny more than a robe of
doubtful taste it is worth three or four
times as much to its wearer.’ It en-
hances her good points and makes the
very best of her defects, and is still
wearable—nay, more, still charming—
after a length of service that would

have taken every scrap of effect and
charm from a dress which had been
| chosen for {ts style alone.
| Many women owe their reputation
| for beauty to belng harmoniously
dressed—for choosing the right color
scheme and having the courage to
stick to it. But, of course, this is not
by any means an easy thing to do. par-
ticularly In these days of “ready-
mades,” when in order to be faithful
to one's belie! in colorcare It is often
pecessary to pass by an unugually at-
tractive hat or blouse simply because
its hue is apt to accentuate the wear-
er's paleness when fatigued, or, in an-
other case, to detract from the bright.
ness of her eyes

Jut the limitations Imposed upon 8
woman by this care and discrimina-
tion In dress are compensated for by
the fact that bowever simply or eco-
'[ nomically attired she I8 always at her
best.

RETURNS TO MODES OF OLD

Liking for the Early Victorian Styles
Is Just Now Extremely
Pronounced.

Eliminate the long trailing skirt and
the hobble from our midst and there
is practically no mode that can be de-
seribed as demode. The subject of the
crinoline has several times come un-
der discusslon

The conditions of life are completely
altered since its triumph.

Motors and railways and other
means of transit will ever militate
against Its resuscitation. The ple
turesque style of dress Is meeting with
approval but that does not mean the
crinoline. The conceits which are
most in vogue are the offspring of the
days of the early Victorian era. Wom-
en were essentiallly feminine then, and
today they are harking back to this
place in thelr mode of living as well as
in their fashions. Ralment for out-of-
door wear is thoroughly practical and
smart, the esthetic or picturesque note
being reserved for the home,

There i8 nothing new under the sun
{s an axiom that is forcibly brought
home when one studies the newest
versions of the old world headgeur
that has once more come into use
again. In the old coaching days the
postillon wore a hat; with the shape
we are all familiar. The smart mon-
daine now has this hat carried out in
panama; around the crown is a drap-
ery of black satin, in front a single
quill is introduced, on which Is ap-
pliqued the wearer's favorite flower.
The old world sailor has a low crown
and very broad brim.

SKULL <AP FROM PARIS

A Very Chic Looking Toque ls This
Skull Cap of Straw by Cora Harsan
of Paris. Shadow Checked Taffeta
Runs Through Vertical Bands of
Straw and Surmounting the Brim
Are Two Horsehair Brushes Set In
Ornate Cups.

Braid and Fur.

Braid and fur are interestingly com:
bined in ornaments for cloth coats.
There are frogs of black braid edged
with a narrow fringe of soft black fur,
and, with a fur collar or braid banding
on the coat, the effect of these frocks
would be very good.

To Unscrew Bottle Top.
When you cannot unscrew the top
of a bottle try inserting the top be-
tween the door and the jamb and pull
ing back the door; this will hold the
top so tightly that you will have no
dificulty in unscrewing it.

(Conducted by the Natlonal Woman's
Christlan Temperance Unlon )
B e e

COULD BUILD 81X CANALS.

An unusual sight and one not withe
out special significnnce was that of
Secretary of Stute Hryan eigning the
cards of 12,000 men who had taken
the pledge of total abstinence at one
of the Billy Sunday meetings, after
My, Bryan's address againet the dripk
curse, His attack against the liquor
evil from the economic standpoint in-
cluded the following statements:

“It Is estimated that the people of
the United Stales spend almost $2s
500,000,000 annually on intoxicating
liguors. The cost of the Paname
canal, the most gigantie enginearing
feat in history, was about $400,000,000.
Ia it not appalling to think that we
gpend for drink every year something
like six times the cost of the Panama
canal?

“] have endeavorcd to obtain an ac-
curate estimate of the amount of
raoney spent on educatlon in this
country, and the figure given me I8
$760,000,000, We gpend for drink more
than three times as much as we spend
for education.,

The annual appropriations of the
federal government are a little less
than $1.250,000,000. This sum includes
the salaries of all the public officials,
from the president down. All of thess
government agencies employed in ad-
ministering the federal government
of (his great nation are operated at
an expense of less than §1,450,000,000.

“Think, if the mind can cemprehend
it, of this nation spending twice that
amount for alcoholie liquors.”

OUT OF THE MUD.

“In 1912, when West Virginia was
one vast battleground for gtate-wide
prohibition,” writes Lora 8. LaMance,
National W. C. T. U. organizer, in the
Union Signal, “1 spent seven months
in the state. In 1915, with prohibition
an accomplished fact, I visited It
again. The change is marked. A blind
man could see it. Out from the prin-
cipal-towns the ‘land of muddy roads”
{s building here, there, yonder, paved
roads into the country. Almost every
mile has been built since the state
went dry. It 18 a new experience to
the farmer, when the dirt roads are
almost hub deep In. yellow clay, to
drive five or ten miles into town on &
hard brick road, and get there with
team and carriage as splck and spén
as when he started. Clty streets are
being paved, parks are belng laid out,
street car lines are belng extended,
and new buildings are going up every-
where. In some of the smaller towns,
because the demand is so great,
bouses are rented at extravagant
prices.”

STIMULATION OF BUSINESS.

The Chicago Banker, a bank periodi-
cal, glves under *“lowa Banking
News" the following stalement:

“Des Moines bhanks did a biz busi-
ness Saturday, supplying cash to mer-
chants and grocers. At first the cause
for the sudden demand for coin Was
not apparent to the financlers. Then
they realized that the saloons of the
city had been closed a week. Work-
men, who had been cashing thelr
checks m the thirst parlors on Sat
urday nights and leaving a goodly
ghare of the exchange in the salogn
keeper’s till were, instead, getting
them cashed in legitimate places of
bugsiness. Des Moines has been dry
two weeks now. If business has been
injured, as the wets so long predicted,
there Is no evidence of that fact. Al
ready the merchants see a stimulation
of business, and money which former-
ly went for booze 18 already beginning
to go for food and clothing and in the

payment of honest debts.”

NO BETTER?

It was a south-bound Indiana ave-
nue owl car and it hardly resembled
a returning band of Sunday scheol ple-
nickers. At Twenty-second street,
among others who boarded the car
were two levee characters, says the
Chicago Tribune.

“It's pretty tough,” offered one to
the other.

“Yes, but walt till after electiom,”
replied the other. “Everything's
fixed."

“Say, listen,” responded the other.
“Haven't you heard that just before
every election we ever helped to
carry?”

“It ein't geing to be any betier
after election"—he shook his head
gadly. “It ain't ever going to be any
better.”

OBEYED THE LAW.

“l contain two pints of pure Iye
whisky and six bottles of beer,” wWas
the placard In large letters that Ed
Stratge wore on his hat walking
through the streets of Grafton. He
was obeying Hterally the West Vir
ginia law that “containers” of aloo
hol shall be properly labeled in large
letters, ,




